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The nervous temperament and nerves are

| magnetic that the breath, rested as it is,
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Wrs. Patrick Campbell Inter-

views an Interviewer

»
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s(re. Camnphell was out, said the English
maid with apologies.

There wis the usual erude coloring of
the apartiient  suite where an  instan-
ancous mpression of warmth and cheor
{« sought at the exponse of artistic worth.
There were many primary colors swearing
Joudly at each other and not a single per-
gonal tonch excopt somw few  theatrical
photograpli, emong them one of Mrs.
Campbelland Mimeo. Bernhardt as Pelleas and
Melisande, which held the attention long
eavught to make one forget everything
¢lso in the place.  There were two maidon-
pair ferns and plenty of sunshine. That
was all

The place left the impression that Mrs.
Camplell 15 by no means the hysterical,

overstrung inaividual so often portrayed.

“PINKY"

REFUSES ENGLISH BREAKFAST TEA, e

any apparent surprise; one might say that
Mrs. Campbell is quite used to them.

On the way there was a hurried call at
her daughter's room and Miss Campbell
Joined the party, Miss Campbell is gracious
and finspoiled. Bhe, too, looks the artist,
but it is the artist of the quiet studio, with
delicately toned draperies and a barred
door against intrusion. 3

Naturally, the feminine glance takes. in
first the details of Mrs. Campbell’s costume,
She wears a big ploture hat of black with
down dropping plumes held at their base
by a butin of brilliants. The tendrils
fall over her black hair, which, in turn, is
parted and waves on her low brow,

Her features are not classically regular.
They escape it 80 narrowly that the casual
observer would never be convinoed that

Nerves could never have lived with those
colors 80 long. They would have been
bilden away under various feminine de-
vVices by which a woman manages to conoeal
the fact that her habitation is a temporary
&ffair,

Later Mra. Campbell asserted it,

“I am not the least bit nervous; quite
tha contrary,” she said. “I don't know
what it means. I never have stage fright.

entirely distinet.”

It was a long wait. It did seem, by and
by, a great pity that the present tariff
placed the artistic temperament on the free
Ist. If it were remedied many unpleasant
bxpericnces would be avoided.

Then the expected happened. There was
pot the elightest sound outside, but suddenly
the door was flung back with a graceful
gsture, the sunlight seemed to beccme
brighter and to conecentrate itself on the
fgure in the frame of the opened entrance,
laughing as if nothing really mattered—
broken engagements, long waits between
scenes, anything, everything.

‘Come with me,” Mrs. Campbell said,
taking a hand of each visitor and looking
Into the puzzled faces with a laugh in her
kyes and on her lips. *“We must have tea.
Don't you like tea at this time of day? 1
timply must have it. We'll get a nice little

le downstairs and chat, and, if I must
|- interviewed” [the must was doubly
enphasized, once with the lips and once
¥ith the eyes] “it will be less horrid there,"

She {s s0 swift, so compelling and so

‘s taken away again. It is not until the
Y'vator door closes that you wonder why
("1 obeyed and followed so immediately,

Nither of these negative actions oceasion
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they were not 8o, and taking her photo-
graphs as evidence or gazing at her from
the front of the footlights you would be in-
clined to assert that they were beyond
dispute. Just why and how they are not
is difficult to define. All that can be said
is that there is a certain piquancy about the
lower face that prevents.
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Her white gown with big bunches of
grapes embroidered in bas relief, is out
away at the throat in the fashion that a
woman with a beautiful throat who did not
wish to spoll its contours would be sure to
adopt. There are Oriental chains and a
pendant about it. Over the Princess gown
is a long loose coat of black silk which
accentuates the height of the wearer.

It may be said here that Mrs. Campbell
has neither age nor height, which are both,
after all, relative terms On the stage she
seems to have a supreme disdain for ocon-
ventional limitations—she simply towers.
Off the stage there are moments when one
breathes the same strata of air. By actual
measurement she touches the line at §
feet 6.

As to her age, the serpentine lines of her
beautiful figure, the fount of irrepressible
vitality, the X-ray complexion, reminding
a little of Hewlette's description of Mary
Queen of Scots, hypnotizes one into for-
getfulness that with a grown up daughter
at her elbow she must at least have passed
the first milestone.

There was one other passenger who must
not be overlooked in the elevator which
takea the party to the tea room, notwith-
standing that the manager in uching
acoents had begged that nothing be said
about the famous Pinky-Panky-Poo. There
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ENTER MRS, CAMPBELL,

The gargoyle that looks due east on

Notre Dame Cathedral comes as near a

description of this animal as it is posaible 1
to give. Pinky certainly never won her |
present place of autocratic dominion by

any beauty of person or disposition. The

secret of her power may die with her, al- |
though Mrs, Campbell told, as a great |
secret which was on no account to he dis- ‘
closed, that the life of Pinky was soon to !
be written.

Pinky, who is the constant and cherished

companion of her mistress, is perhaps as

grotesque a personage as ocontemporary

history affords. This, however, may not

be an entirely unprejudiced opinion, as

and interviewers and shows her feelings
in constant ejaculations of disapproval.
These ejaculations are supplemented in
odd minutes by hideous yelps and snarls.
Any one might easily hate Pinky, but no
one could possibly ignore her, What she
lacks in slze she makes up in voice, and
it is asserted that she is the one dog on

are some requests that no one has a right to
make, d

record whose lineage appears in blue bookg

MRS, PATRICK CAMPBELL IN CHARACTER.

whose bark is not any worse than her bite.
Her's is an old age—she admits 12—which
is not crowned by the memory of good deeds
and worthy thoughts.

While tea, toast and ~range marmalade
are being served in a sunny corner of the
Seville tea room, Mrs. Campbell describes
how she has taken Pinky about the world.

“Usually I just stick her inside my coat,
and with my head up walk proudly through
a line of officials. Occasionally I hear one
say:

“ 'Fine looking woman, but do you know,
I think she has grown a little larger since
she was here last.’

“Pinky lies low and says nothing, and

she has a rooted aversion to interviewsd it certainly is not for me to deny any such

impeachment on the part of an official.
But I am glad that bustles have come in.
I intend to send Pinky back home in the
maid's bustle. I was looking at some in
the shops to-day and they'll do nicely.®

It is while her long, supple fingers:-hover
over the tea service that Mrs, Campbell
begins the role of interviewer,
|  “Can you imagine anything worse than
| being interviewed?” she demands. “Aren't
interviews perfectly awful? Now, honestly,
tell the truth. Don't you hate them? It's
a perfectfully dreadful ordeal to go through,
but I feel a lot sorrier for you than I do
for mysef—a lot sorrier. Is there any
situatjon in life more unpleasant than in-
terviewing a person who hates interviews,
noever gives one until she can't escape
it, and then is on edge all the time it is be-
‘ ing given?”

[ The interviewer gnswers quickly, “Some-

times they are not 8> bad whea you get
| good tea and tcast and orange marma-
lade.” '

“Or course,” continued the interviewed,
“you know I never read them. On. never.
Would you? Not if you felt the way I do.
Once in a while I take one up and begin
it, but I never finish it—never! For in-
stance, the last one I tried to read was
sprinkled all the way through with ‘Good
gracious." The interviewer would ask
a question, and then I would answer ‘Good
gracious,’ )

“I never sald ‘Good gracious’ In my
life. Wouldn't you be disgusted if you
read such twaddle? Wouldn't it have been
better if the writer had sald ‘By Jove'? I
should have been more likely to have said
‘By Jove' than ‘Good gracious.’ Can you
imagine me sitting around and saying
‘Good graclous' every other minute? Tell
me—you know all about newspaper ways
—why did, why did she make me say ‘Good
gracious'?”

The interviewer explained that acoord-
ing tg the law of space rates the writer
probably was credited with an extra line
every time that G. G.appeared in print, and
incidentally drew a touching pioture of
the homeless and friendless condition of
the literary scribes.

“That's just what I thought.” Mrs.
Campbell was undoubtedly pleased at her
porspicacity. *“Now that is the reason I
made up my mind to give you this . inter-
view, I kpew it was your bread and butter
and perhaps I had no right to refuse. Was
I correct?”

The interviewer confessed that life would
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the broken engagements, unanswered let-
ters and misunderstood telephone mes-
sages had not finally culminated in the
tea chat. Mrs. Campbell leaned forward

| the hieroglyphiss off an obelisk.

| *Tell me how much you'll get for this,

probably be breadless and butterless if |

If you don't I won't answer a single ques
tion, not cne single questicn.
up my mind. Out with it.
will you get?

“What? Enough for two hats?
came near refusing!”

She diagrammed on the table cloth,

*So, if you got an interview every day
in the week you'd have enough——"

And I

has taken me four days to get this.”
*Am I ashamed?” The interviewer

| nake one rule in my interviews—I cannot
I have made |
How miuch |

The interviewed buttered her toast. “It |

me! Isn’t that the best joke you ever heard.
8he comes here to' interview me, and she
doeen’t know what to eay. Why don't you
ask me if 1 like my réle in ‘La Sorclére'?
The last interview I had was yesterday—
twenty-four hours since I've been asked
how I like the réle in “La Sorcidre.'”

The interviewed jiggled a plece of paper
out of her shopping bag, but wisely said
nothing.

“Stella, she's got a plece of paper there
with questions on it. Isn't that too funny?”
The interviewer puts out an in perious hand.
“Give me that paper. Show me what's
written on it. You won’t? I sha’n't answer
any questions, I shall not answer, any-
way, but now’its twice over unless you let
me see,

“She wants to know what I thing of the
National Theatre? BStella, did you hear?
She wants to know what I think of a Na-
tional Theatre. A National Theatre! Let
me think. What do I think of a National
Theatre? Is it safe to tell her? Shall I un-
burden my soul here and now, and tell her?
Tell me what you think of it yourself, an
then I'll tell you.” .

She fixed her eyes on space, clasped
her hands, lowered her voice to a musical
monotone and recited:

“1 assume by the National Theatre you
mean a subsidized theatre, and a subsidized
theatre would mean, to my thinking, one
in which the oommercial or officlal spirit
would rule over the purely artistic, It
oould not Lelp but do that, as the directors
would naturally be chosen outside of the
artistic professions. It would be a loss of
individualism, while it would undoubtedly
place the theatre on a surer foundation
financially. Thatis, I understand, the great
fault that is found with the eubsidized
theatres in Germany and other continental
countries. It is, however, an interesting
experiment, and America is fond of try-
ing experiments.”

Then Mrs Campbell looked ‘proudly at
the interviewed. “Could any one ask for
anything Letter than that? Have some
more toast?

“Now what? My réle in ‘La Sorclére.’
Do ask me that and get it over.”

Goaded to the desired point, the question
was asked.

“What do I think of my role in ‘La Sor-
ciére? I am tired of tumbling and scream-
ing. Lock at that thumb! Do you see
how I have dislocated it? My last fall.
Naturally, any one would like a piece like
that. They couldn’t help it. More toast?"

Mrs. Campbell helped to toast generously,
remembering, apparently, about the future
condition of the interviewed in case the in-
terview was denied.

No treatment for

LIQUOR AND DRUG
-1 USING

can be successful unless
the patient has the con-
stant supervision of a
phystctan and a healthful
and restful environment;
these are. afforded by
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IN A CANNIBAL CAMP,

Banquet Prepared From the Vietims of
Savage Warfare.

Manchester correspondence Hoston Journal.

Returned to their old home after twenty
years spent in educating the natives of dark-
est Africa in the great benefits to be gained
from €hristianity, Mr. and Mrs. S. J. Mead,
who are vigiting with Dr. Babbitt, tell strange
tules of cannibals and struggles in savage
Africa that drive fear into the hearts of the
uninitiated.

Mr. Mead said: “In Malange, a part of,
Angola, Africa, we worked among the Kime
bundu tribe, one of the most intelligent of
the African races. About a hundred miles
north of the main villuge of the Kimbundus
{8 a large cannibal camp, at which one of the
men in my party had an experience he does
not care to repeat.

*The man had been sent with presents

“Why is New York alwaysdugup? Some-
body said that he thought it would be quite
a pretty city if it was ever finished, Lkvery
time I come the streets are torn to pieces
again.

*Oh, you can't get a thing out of me. I
have been shopping and I ocouldn’t talk
to save my life. Yes, you are going to ack
me if 1 like the shops. I thought so. Well,
I do and—yes, I know the question, too.
I can always tell when that question 18 com-
ing. This gown was made by a New York
modiste, and some of my stage gowns are
made by the same woman."

The conversation was interrupted for a
second while a cal legram from Bernhardt
to her friend Mrs. Campbell was read.
Then, resuming:

“Do I consider that the memoirs of a
great actress are really valuable? 1 see
what you mean. Of course it would be
very hard to tell the truth about your con-
temporaries unless you cpuld say something
truthfully to their advantage. You would
not care to be critical, and if you were not
al.solutely judicial in your attitude your
work would be without value. Memoirs,
while the writer is living, I should say,
generally speaking, were a mistake, but in
this case I cannot express an opinion. I

discuss my friends, even impersonally.
They are sacred to me.”

In her reception room, later, tlie réle
of interviewer was given up and Mnrs.
(ampbell spoke seriously. A question
had been asked as to the advisability of
two stars, man and woman, playing to-
gether and she said:

“1 believe it is generally conceded that
in a sitnation like that the woman attracts
more attention than a man. Why it is I

“I HAVE FALLEN IN LOVK'

laughed derisively. “Ashamed? Not a bit.
I think I've been awfully good to you.
Such ingratitude. What do you expect
better than toast and tea and orange mar-
malade?

“Well? Go on! Why don't you talk?
Why, they usually begin to fire off questions
before the door is opened.

“Why don't you ask me what kind of
exercise I take early in the morning and
the sort of breakfast food I like, and if it's
| true that I have written a play, and what
do I think of Sardou as a dramatist, and if
| I am interested in the problem play and if
| I like America, and whom I think the lead-
| ing actor and actress in the URited States?

I'm ready. I sha'n't answer any of them,
{ but I'm feeling homesick for them. It
must be at least a whole day since I've
| been asked those dear old questions.”
|  Then the interviewer burst into shrieks
of laughter, which roamed up the chromatio

) ; | 8cale and then diminished to a din inuendo, | the bears were entom
in a coaxing attitude which would draw | Jike the orchestra wail in the death scene |

I' of “Tristan.”

/but they were at least twenty-five
“Stella, she doesn't know what to ask Hhe water, "

cannot tell. One of your well known
managers said that no woman ever looked
like a fool on the stage and every man
did. The epigram has quite a grain of
truth in it."

Pinky, esca from tlie watchful e
of theymnid. poii‘l:eend through m&'?i;

and yelped at ti
they passed into the -elevator, and the
last E cture of Mrs. Campbell disclosed

laug heartily at Pinky’'s tricks,

Polar Bears Frozen In Ioebersg.

Kealtle correspondence San Francisco Oall.
Lars Hansen, a member of the crew of the

whaling schooner bara Hern . which
arrived in Seattle harbor recently m
Arctio Ocean, tells of a lt.rlnfo eight he saw

while return to the w from a lv
chnse after a big whale. The small t:o:'y
with three men in it, was the face o
a monster lceberg when e® polar

A female and ]

two oubs, were seen. All of
them were frozen In solid ice, the cubs
nestling against their mother.

Hansen says that the berg stood out of the
water fully 100 feet, and that the ioe wherein
was clear as erystal.
How long the anim had been locked in
their winter palace is a matter of conjecture,

to the chief of the cannibal tribe. Now,
if a cannibal chief does not accept a gift,
it is time for the gift.giver to beware. Our
man's gift of cloth was refused. 3

“On leaving the chief's hut our man noticed
& number of human heads on poles, and came
across a biz pot in which was simmeripg &
stew, To his harror, he found it contained
human hands, shinbones and other parts
of the body.

“A little cannibal girl voluntetred the
cheerful information that the stew was made
of victims of a war, and that unlese our man
took care he would flavor the stew for the
mMorTow, '

“At that our man thought out a plan. He
went to the chief and told him that, seelng
he was at war with a trite, he would need
powder, and that if the chief would allow
him to go back to the village he would fur-
nish his men with powder. The chief fell
into the trap and allowed the man to escape.

“Our man got his comrades together and
told them their lives depended upon reach-
ing their homes as soon as possgible. Needs
less to say they escaped, pursued by a band
of cannibals, who soon gave up the chase.

“ It is only during times of war that the
oannibals eat human flesh. At other times
they are like any other savage people.”

———

Bloomingdale

Piano Offers
The Salest Piano Invest-
ments in the World.

Through the great buying and
selling facilities of Blooming.
dale Brothers and the unique
Bloomingdale Piano "plan. the
possession of an artistic and re-
liable piano is within the reach
of every family. '

We offer

800

new celebrated concert grand. upright

Pianos

which from every standpoint repre-
sent the result of perfection in modern
piano building.

If you take advantage of any one
of these Bloomingdale piano offers at
once you will

Save from
$150 to $200.

We offer the following pianos upon
those extraordinary Bloomingdale easy
terms of $5 down and

$1a Week

Renowned Wlison Plano $178.
Beautiful Harmony Piano $195.
Richardson no $195
The Famous Welgner Plano $210.
Handsome “elford Plano $238.
Walters Piano $195,
Qeorge Coleman Plano $238.

No better paanos are manufactured at any
price, and each at Its price cannot be matohe
anywhers for tone, action, artistic designing
or quality of ma(ehrlal used in {ts constructios
fo qlell than double the price we ask.

ry plano we offer Is

ballt to last a Iifetime

by the most skilled plano bullders, and is guar
anteed In every way for a term of ten yean
by the manufacturers as wcll as by Bloom
Ingdale Brothers.

Upon request our representative will eall
to see you with full particulars,

Exchange your old plano for a beautiful
new one, paylng any balance at §1 a week.

feet nbovo}
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